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T STORY ACTIVITY BOOK 


by Onk Beakman 


PUFFIN 


Onk Beakman knew he wanted 
to be a world-famous author from the 
moment he was hatched. In fact, 
the book-loving penguin was so 
keen that he wrote his first novel 
while still inside his egg (to this day, 
nobody is entirely sure where he got 
the tiny pencil and notebook from). 


Growing up on the icy wastes of Skylands’ Frozen Desert 
was difficult for a penguin who hated the cold. While his 
brothers plunged into the freezing waters, Onk could be 
found with his beak buried in a book and a pen clutched 
in his flippers. 


Yet his life changed forever when a giant floating head 
appeared in the skies above the tundra. It was Kaos, 
attempting to melt the icecaps so he could get his grubby 
little hands on an ancient weapon buried beneath 
the snow. 


Onk watched open-beaked as Spyro swept in and sent 
the evil Portal Master packing. From that day, Onk knew that 
he must chronicle the Skylanders’ greatest adventures. He 
travelled the length and breadth of Skylands, collecting every 
tale he could find about Master Eon’s brave champions. 


‘Today, Onk writes from a shack on the beautiful sands of 
Blistering Beach with his two pet sea cucumbers. 
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f all the heroes in the known universe, none are 
O more heroic than the Skylanders. In fact, it’s fair 
to say that the Skylanders are probably the most heroic 
heroes in the unknown universe as well. ‘They are brave, 
loyal, courageous and fearless — and that’s just when 
they’re asleep. Just imagine how spectacular they are 
when they wake up! 

In case you’ve been living under a rock for the last 
millennium or so, the Skylanders protect Skylands from 
the evil of the Darkness. Actually, thinking about it, quite 
a lot of people live under rocks in Skylands. The place 


is positively teeming with life. There are Dirt Sharks that 


burrow beneath the earth, Gillmen who swim the oceans, 
Ents living high in the trees and ghosts who dwell in 
the shadows. 

Skylands is the most magical, most exciting, most 
adventure-packed place ever. Nothing compares to it. Not 
even your own little blue and green planet, pretty though 
I IS. 


‘There’s a reason why this incredible place needs 


protecting. From Skylands, you can hop to anywhere in 
existence, which is why the forces of the Darkness are so 
intent on conquering it. If Skylands falls, the rest of the 
universe will follow. But don’t worry — the Skylanders 
would never let that happen. 

‘To make sure that the Darkness never gets the upper 
hand, the Skylanders train hard to ensure that their 


amazing powers remain as amazing and powerful as 


possible. When they’re not saving the day, or righting 


wrongs, or kicking Kaos back to the Outlands, the 
Skylanders can be found in the Ruins putting each other 
through their paces. 

What was that? Who is Kaos? Well, don’t worry about 
him just yet. You’ll meet the odious, despicable, untrust- 
worthy little villain on page 58. And you probably won't like 
him. Not one bit. 

Our story begins with a number of the Skylanders 
gathering for their daily training session. First to arrive 
was Chill, former Captain of the Guard to the Queen of 
the Ice Kingdom. A Water Skylander, Chill used ice 
javelins and shields to give evil the cold shoulder. Cooler 
than a frozen cucumber in the centre of an iceberg, Chill 
was hot on responsibility and was never late for training. 

Next was Wind-Up, a highly-excitable clockwork 
Skylander who was always ready to spring into action. 
Wind-Up bounded over to join Chill, closely followed 
by Wash Buckler, a tentacled Mermasquid buccaneer 


who turned his back on pirating years ago to join 


the Skylanders. 


The team was completed by Zoo Lou, a Life 


Skylander able to communicate with animals all over 
Skylands, and Hot Head, a fiery Giant with a 
combustible temper. 

Individually they were impressive, but together they 
were awesome — although Hot Head could be a little 
grumpy at times. 

“OK, we’re all here,” the Giant growled. “Where’s 
Master Eon?” 

Wind-Up consulted his internal clock. “Technically, 
we're early. If Master Eon is on schedule he’ll be here in 
three, two, one...” 

The sky burst into light as a spectral face appeared 


in the clouds. It was a man, 


impossibly old, with twinkling blue 
eyes and a long flowing beard. 
“Told you he’d be 
on time,” grinned 
Wind-Up. 
Not that any of 


them really had any doubts. 


Master Eon was one of the 
greatest Portal Masters in the 
history of forever and had 
personally recruited each and 


every one of the Skylanders. 


“Greetings, Skylanders,” 
Eon boomed, his voice kind but full 
of authority. “Today, just two of you will train.” 

“Me, me, me!” chirped Wind-Up, jumping up and 
down on the spot. 

“No, he’ll want to choose me,” cut in Wash Buckler, 
his tentacles flexing in anticipation. 

All of the Skylanders bustled against each other, 
desperate to be picked. Only Chill waited patiently to see 
who the Portal Master had in mind. 

“T have already made my choice,” Eon revealed. 
“Today’s trainees are...” 

Eon paused, for dramatic effect. The Portal Master 


could often be a little theatrical, even for a disembodied 


ghostly head! 


Which Skylanders will Eon choose? Follow the lines 
from the Portal Master to discover which two heroes 


will face each other in a duel. 
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LET THE 
TRAINING BEGIN. 


“All right!” rumbled Hot Head, punching the air with 


a flaming fist. “I’m stoked!” 
Chill said nothing. She simply took her place in the 
arena that magically appeared beneath their feet. 
“Behold,” boomed Eon. “You are standing within a 


circle. The first Skylander to knock their 


opponent out of the ring is the winner.” » 


“Easy!” grinned Hot Head as the other Skylanders 
stood back to watch the show. The Giant’s flame was 


already burning brighter than ever as Chill took up a ue igi a 


defensive stance. 


TIMP TO FEEL 
THE BLIRN, 
CHILL! 


NAH! IT JUST 
LEAVES ME COLD! 


FIRE STORMS? 
YOU'VE GOT TO BE 
KIDPING! 


THE OTHER SKYLANDERS 
ARE WATCHING FROM 
THE SIDELINES... 


WASH? WHO DO 
YOU THINK IS 
GOING TO WIN? 


SLICK, HOT HEAD 

- BUT NOT SLICK 

ENOUGH FOR MY 
ICE BLOCKS! 


IT'S OK, HOT HEAD. 
I ALWAYS LIKE TO PRESS 
MY ADVANTAGE... 
I'D BET MY 
BOOTY ON CHILL! 


YOU'RE KIDDING. HOT HEAD 
KNOWS HOW TO TURN UP 
THE TEMPERATURE . . . 


A CHILLING 
VICTORY! 


.. . WHATEVER 
THE WEATHER! 


DON'T WORRY 
ABOUT HIM... 


WHAT'S THE 
OW! THAT PROBLEM? 


WASN'T ICE! I'VE WON! 


CHAPTER TWO 


4 | ook out,” called Chill, but Hot Head was 
already on the case. He jumped up, clapping 


his hands together to blast the falling tree, instantly 
reducing the trunk to charcoal. Then, it was the ice 


guard’s turn to act. She flung not one but three javelins 


at the charred trunk, smashing it into a thousand pieces 


that fluttered down over the Skylanders like ash. 


YOU'RE GOING 


‘The other Skylanders cheered louder that ever. 
TO BE CRUSHED! 


“You’re hot stuff, Chill,” said Hot Head. 
“Pretty cool yourself, Giant,” replied the Water Skylar 


“Well done, my friends,” praised Eon. “It just goes to 


show that Skylanders are a force to be reckoned with, 


when they work together.” 

Zoo Lou, meanwhile, had scampered over to examine 
the broken stub of the trunk. 

“T don’t get it,” he said. “This tree was big, but it 
wasn’t that old. ‘There’s no way it should have fallen 
so easily.” 

“Hot Head did hit it pretty hard,” Wash Buckler 
pointed out, joining his friend. 

Zoo Lou pulled some bark away from the tree stump. 
It crumbled in his hand, as if it were rotting in front of 
him. “Hard enough to age it to death? I don’t think so. 
Something weird is —” He was interrupted by the sound 
of a bell ringing. 

“Where’s that noise coming from?” asked Wind-Up, 
bouncing over to the others. No one knew. There hadn’t 
been a bell in the Ruins for years. Not since Eon’s mighty 
Citadel had been demolished during one of Kaos’ attacks. 
The only other structure on the island was the Core of 
Light, the enchanted beacon that kept the Darkness at 
bay. But, while the ancient totem was packed with all 


kinds of magical components, a bell wasn’t one of them. 
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“T’ve no idea,” rumbled Hot Head, “but I bet he’s got 


something to do with it.” 


— 


The others followed the Giant’s gaze to see a ghostly, 
shimmering figure appear in front of them. It was a 
skinny, stooping troll, with wrinkled features and a long, 
grey beard. 

“Hang on,” Zoo Lou said, eyes widening. “That face 
rings a bell...” 

“It’s Glumshanks,” Chill nodded, immediately 
recognizing Kaos’ right-hand troll and long-suffering 
butler. “But why does he look so old?” 

“And see-through,” added Wash Buckler, walking 
around the back of the apparition and waving at his 
fellow Skylanders through the troll’s transparent body. 

Even weirder, the decrepit-looking butler was 
clutching a hideous baby with ridiculous hair in his 
trembling arms. 

“Hang on,” said Zoo Lou. “He’s trying to say 
something.” 

Sure enough, Glumshanks’ wrinkled lips were 
moving, although the Skylanders couldn’t hear a word he 
was saying. 


“Speak up!” bellowed Hot Head, but it seemed that 
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the ghost-like Glumshanks couldn’t hear them either. He 
was staring into the distance, not focusing on them at all. 

Chill moved in closer, putting her ear to the troll’s 
spectral lips. 

“What’s he saying?” asked Wash Buckler. 

Chill shook her head. “It’s gibberish. He’s speaking 
nonsense.” 

“No change there, then,” chipped in Hot Head. 

“It’s as if something is scrambling Glumshanks’ 
words,” said Eon. “Here, let me see if I can help. If we 
can’t hear what he is saying, maybe we can read it.” 

The Portal Master closed his eyes, muttering a magic 
spell under his breath. Letters tumbled from Glumshanks 
mouth, before the vision of the troll vanished abruptly 
from sight. 

“What do the letters spell?” asked Hot Head, peering 
over the other Skylanders’ heads. 

Zoo Lou scratched the back of his neck. “I’m not 
sure. They’re all jumbled.” 


“Then we’ll just have to unjumble them,” insisted 


Wind-Up, getting to work. 


scramble Glumshanks’ 


Help Wind-Up un 
the grid 


words by putting the letters back into 


in the right order. The Skylanders have started 


it for you... 
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C6 A curious message,” said Master Eon, his spirit 


face crumpling into a frown. 

“You're telling me,” agreed Hot Head. “Why would 
Glumshanks warn us against Kaos? Right or wrong, that 
dude is fiercely loyal to old baldy.” 

No one got a chance to respond. A hot air balloon 
had drifted overhead, carrying a trio of Mabu. This in 
itself wasn’t anything unusual. Thanks to Eon’s powers, 
the Skylanders could jump from island to island using 
Skylands’ network of Portals. Not everyone was so lucky, 
though. Most folk travelled by airship, with balloons 
bobbing around here, there and everywhere. What was 


unusual was for all of the ropes on a hot air balloon to 
snap at exactly the same time. The basket plummeted 
clown towards the Ruins, as the Mabu shrieked in terror. 
“Heads up!” cried Wash Buckler. “Mabu peril ahoy!”’ 
“Tl catch ‘em,” said Hot Head, raising his arms in 
anticipation. 
“Yeah, right!” laughed Zoo Lou. “Burning hands 
and wicker baskets are never the best combination. But I 


know a little birdie that can help. A whole flock of them!” 
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‘The shaman called into the air. His shout was 
immediately answered by the spooky squawk of the spirit 


birds who swooped up towards the stricken Mabu. Glow- 


ing a ghastly green, the phantom parrots grabbed the 
edges of the basket. In a flurry of freakish feathers, they 
flew it safely back to the ground. 

As soon as it touched down, the birds disappeared. 
Chill and Wind-Up helped the rattled Mabu out of the 
basket, immediately recognizing one of them as their old 


friend, Snuckles. 


“Th-thank you for rescuing us, 


Skylanders,” Snuckles 

stammered. “Although I s-still 

don’t know why we needed to 
be rescued in the first place.” 

“Probably because 

you used really old rope 

to tie your basket to the 

balloon,” pointed out Chill, 


examining the frayed tether. 


“Tt snapped. Look.” 
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Snuckles took off the saucepan he wore as a hat and 
scratched his head. “Old rope? That doesn’t make sense. 
li was brand new. We only rigged her up this morning.” 

Wash Buckler caught Chill’s eye. “Something new that 
looks really old. Sound familiar?” 

That confirms it,” Wind-Up announced, the key on 
his head spinning in agitation. 

“Confirms what?” asked Hot Head. 

“Something is wrong with time,” replied Wind-Up. 

“LT can feel it in my cogs. First the tree. . .” 

‘And then Glumshanks looking so ancient,” nodded 
Zoo Lou. 

‘And now this rope,” said Chill. 


Above them, Eon looked 
concerned. “I fear that 
Wind-Up is correct. 
Something strange is 
happening to Skylands. Even 
iow | can sense cries for help.” 


“Irom who?” asked 


“Molekin. Kangarats . . . even the Undead,” replied 


Eon, his face grim. “All over the islands, buildings are 
crumbling, fruit rotting on the trees. ‘They all need 
our help.” 

“Tt has to be Kaos,” said Wind-Up. “He’s behind this, 
I know it.” 

“K-K-Kaos?” Snuckles stuttered, visibly quaking. 

“T-I thought we’d seen the last of him.” 

“Don’t worry, Snucks,” said Zoo Lou, putting a 
reassuring hand on the Mabu’s shaking shoulder. “Kaos 
may always come bouncing back, but we’re always 
waiting for him.” 

“But where is he?” Wash Buckler asked. “By now the 
creep’s usually turned up to gloat about his latest stupidly 
complicated and utterly evil plan.” 

“Where indeed, Wash Buckler,” Eon said. “We must 
search every island and find Kaos before he can do any 
more damage.” 

“Every island?” Snuckles said, his eyes wide. “Aren’t 


there, er, quite a lot of them?” 


“More than you can count,” said Zoo Lou, a sly smile 


spreading over his furry face. “But I’ve got a few friends 
who can lend a paw.” 

As they watched, the Life Skylander closed his eyes 
anc pressed his fingers against the sides of his head. 

“What’s he doing?” asked Snuckles. 

“Sending a message,” Chill said, grinning as she 


realized what her nature-loving buddy was planning. 


oe 


All over Skylands, fish stopped swimming, critters 
stopped scurrying and birds stopped flying. (OK, so the 
last one wasn’t the best idea as they immediately fell 
out of the sky, but they soon started flapping their 
Wings again.) 

l'very single animal had received a message from 
4 familiar voice. The message contained three simple 


words. 


“Where is Kaos?” 


Back at the Ruins, the Skylanders waited as patiently 
as possible. They had sent Snuckles and his Mabu mates 
safely on their way, but the Ruins themselves were 
deteriorating fast. 

“This is getting worse,” said Hot Head, leaning on 
an old statue and nearly ending up on the floor as it 
collapsed into dust. 

“Tell me about it,” said Wind-Up. “My joints feel like 
they’re rusting.” 

Chill was looking agitated. “How long are we going to 
wait? We could be out there, looking for Kaos right now.” 

Zoo Lou smiled and 
crouched down on his 
haunches. “Just chill, 
Chill. News is coming 
in. Look.” 

In front of them, 
something small and 
furry darted across the 
now-brown lawn 


towards Zoo Lou. 


“Hello, little fella,” the Life Skylander said to the 
squirrel. “What have you got for me?” 

“Squeak, squeak, squeak,” squeaked the squirrel. 

“Really?” replied Zoo Lou. 

“Squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak.” 

“You don’t say?” 

“Squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak!” 

“Well, I wasn’t expecting that,” said Zoo Lou, 
straightening up as the squirrel scampered off. 

“What did he say?” asked Wash Buckler. 

Zoo Lou shook his head. “No idea!” 

“But | thought you can talk to animals?” spluttered 


Hot Head, not believing his ears. 
0 
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“Oh, I can,” said Zoo Lou. “Naturally gifted, 
that’s me.” 

“So what’s the problem?” 

“That squirrel was working undercover. He only. 
speaks in code.” ‘The Skylanders looked at each other in 
disbelief. 

“A squirrel spy?” said Wash Buckler. “That’s nuts!” 

Zoo Lou produced a pencil from his robes. “Hang 


on,” he said. “Pll write down exactly what he said.” 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


THE CHOMPY, 


"4 A* you got all that from a few squeaks?” 


Wash Buckler said once the message had been 
decoded. “Buckle my swash, that’s impressive.” 

“But what does it mean?” asked Wind-Up. “What’s 
the Bizarre Bazaar?” 

Above them, Eon provided the answer. “A market 
where villains can buy ancient magical artefacts, trade 
curses and generally stock up on sinister supplies for their 
loathsome plots.” 

“Sounds ghastly,” said Zoo Lou. “Where do we find it?” 

Eon looked glum. “That’s the problem. It never 


appears in the same place twice and only evildoers 


receive an invitation. Thankfully, I have never appeared 


on their guest list.” 

“So we still don’t know where Kaos is heading,” said 
Chill coldly. 

“Don’t sweat it,” rumbled Hot Head. “I know how 
we'll track down an invite to this menacing market.” 

“How?” asked Wind-Up, looking up at the Skylander 
who towered over them all. 


“We just need to find ourselves a bad guy,” came 


% 


In a Chompy-shaped hut on an island far, far away, 


the reply. 


a strange little man was humming a jaunty tune as he 
packed a Chompy-shaped suitcase with a spare 
Chompy costume. 

If you don’t know what a Chompy is, congratulate 
yourself. The little tooth-monsters are the most annoying 
creatures ever to walk the face of Skylands. Imagine a 


mouth full of razor-sharp teeth. Add a blobby little body 


and stubby arms, legs and eyes on stalks, and you have 
yourself a Chompy. 

Chompies only exist to do one thing: bite people. 
When they’re through with biting people, they chew them 
instead. And that’s just the ones that don’t freeze or blow 
you up. No one likes Chompies. Except for the person 
packing that Chompy-shaped suitcase, that is. 

That person was the Chompy Mage, a peculiar little 
wizard who was obsessed by the critters. In fact the only 
two things in life he liked better than Chompies were 
enchiladas and karaoke. Even then, he always shared his 
enchiladas with his best friend (a Chompy Glove Puppet 
he unimaginatively called Mr Chompy Glove Puppet) 
and only sung songs about Chompies. 

No one knew why the Chompy Mage loved Chompies 
so much. He wasn’t even sure himself. He’d even learnt 
how to transform himself into a giant Chompy, which 
was probably why the Mage had so few friends (other 
than Mr Chompy Glove Puppet). 

So, the Chompy Mage spent a lot of time on his own. 


He didn’t mind. He had his glove puppet and could look 


forward to two events every year. 

The first was the Annual Chompy Convention, held 
on Chompy Island and organized by, well, himself. He 
was also usually the only attendee. 

The other event was the Evil Maniacs’ Bizarre Bazaar. 
The Chompy Mage’s invitation was proudly displayed 
on his mantelpiece next to numerous ceramic Chompies 
and framed pictures of Mr Chompy Glove Puppet. 

“That’s us packed,” the Chompy Mage announced 
excitedly to his goggle-eyed puppet. “Soon be time 
to leave — after a quick enchilada, of course. One for 
the road!” 

As he slammed his case shut, the Chompy Mage 
noticed something out of the corner of his eye. He 
turned to the window and gasped. 

“Took,” he said, thrusting Mr Chompy Glove 
Puppet in the direction of the object that was glinting 
on the horizon. “That’s not what I think it is, 1s it?” 

Mr Chompy Glove Puppet had a look and then 
nodded vigorously, his ping-pong ball eyes bobbling on 


their stalks. His heart beating in his chest, the Chompy 


Mage grabbed a telescope and took a closer look. 

“I can’t believe my eyes,” he said. He pushed the 
telescope in front of one of his puppet’s ping-pong balls. 
"Do you see? On the hill?” 

He had another look, just to make sure. There, 
littering in the distance, was a Chompy. But not just 
any Chompy. 

“It’s the Lesser-Spotted Glowing Chompy!” the 
(hompy Mage exclaimed, doing a strange little jig. 

T've never seen one of those before! Have you?” 

Mr Chompy Glove Puppet nodded that he had, but 
the Chompy Mage ignored him as he knew that Mr 
Chompy Glove Puppet was also a compulsive liar. 

“Come on!” he said, pulling open his door and racing 
miitsice, Five seconds later, the Chompy-obsessed loon 
fealived it was all just part of an elaborate trap. 

‘The Lesser-Spotted Glowing Chompy wasn’t a 
| eser-Spotted Glowing Chompy at all. It was made of 
ie (courtesy of Chill) and illuminated by a big fireball 
ourtesy of Hot Head). 


What's more, the Chompy Mage soon discovered that 


he was surrounded (courtesy of Wind-Up, Zoo Lou and 
Wash Buckler). 

“You dare to trap the Chompy Mage?” he screamed. 
“Prepare yourself for the biggest bite of your lives!” 

“Don’t you mean fight?” asked Wash Buckler. 
“Nope,” grinned the 
WY | (.2 Chompy Mage, 
fe transforming into 
his giant Chompy 
persona, all 
gnashing fangs 
and sticky slobber. 
| e The Skylanders rolled 

C their eyes at each other. 

7 The creature now 
looming in front of them may have been intimidating 
by Chompy standards, but it was small fry compared to 
the tyrants the Skylanders were used to toppling. 

Wash Buckler trapped the Chompy Mage in a bubble 
from his blunderbuss, Wind-Up hit him right between the 


googly eyes with a suction cup and Zoo Lou summoned a 


spectral wolf with big enough teeth to match any Chompy. 
The Chompy Mage took one look at the ghostly beast, 


swallowed hard and reverted back to his usual form. 
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“OK, OK, I give up,” he said, pulling the suction cup 
from his forehead. “But only ‘cos Mr Chompy Glove 
Puppet wants to, you understand.” 

“Sure,” rumbled Hot Head, not believing a word of it. 

“Not that we were doing anything wrong in the first 
place,” the Chompy Mage added. 

“For once,” said Wash Buckler, finally releasing the 
Mage from his bubble-prison. 

“Then why capture us?” the villain asked, as 
Mr Chompy Glove Puppet gave them a hard glare. 

“We just need a favour,” said Hot Head, looming over 


the little wizard. 


“From us?” spluttered the Chompy Mage, exchanging 
a bemused look with his puppet. 
Hot Head nodded. “We want to know where the Evil 
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Maniacs’ Bizarre Bazaar is being held this year.” 

“Yeah, like I’m going to tell you guys,” the Chompy 
Mage scoffed, just before another suction cup hit him 
square on the nose. 

“Sorry, what was that?” asked Wind-Up innocently. 

The Chompy Mage knew when he was beaten. “Fine. 
Pll tell you. But you can’t let anyone know I helped you. 
We have a reputation to protect, don’t we, Mr Chompy 
Glove Puppet?” 

The Glove Puppet nodded sagely. 

“So where is it, landlubber?” pushed Wash Buckler. 

The Chompy Mage smirked. “Well, you’ll just have 
to work that out for yourself.” The trickster clicked his 
fingers (which is harder than it looks when you’re 
wearing a glove puppet) and vanished in a puff of 
enchilada-smelling smoke. 

“Hey, I thought he said he was going to help?” roared 
Hot Head. “That guy makes my lava boil!” 

‘Perhaps he has,” said Chill, pointing at a scroll lying 
on the ground where the Ghompy Mage had stood. 


Zoo Lou picked up the parchment and read it out loud: 
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Think you could trap the mighty Chompy Mage, 
Skylanders? Think again. If you want to know the 
location of the Bizarre Bazaar solve my puzzle, 
but hurry. The gates dont stay open al long. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


"4 ’ snorted Hot Head, as Master Eon Portalled 
H: them to the now not-so-secret location of the 
Bizarre Bazaar. “That puzzle is toast — and we’re not 
even warmed up yet.” 
“Well, let’s hope things don’t get too wild here!” 

Zoo Lou said, taking in the scene in front of them. 
Everywhere they looked there were stalls selling all 
kinds of weird and not-so-wonderful things. To their left, 
Old Mother Witchwart’s Potions and Poisons were doing 
a roaring trade in bottles of steaming brews, while The 
Boom Brothers’ Explosive Emporium Clearance Stall 


displayed a sign declaring that “Everything Must Go (Off)!” 


“So where do we start?” asked Wind-Up, keeping 
an eye on the crowd of Drow, trolls, cyclopses and Spell 
Punks who meandered from stall to stall. 

Chill stepped out in front. “We should split up,” she 
advised. “We'll cover more ground that way.” 

“Good plan,” nodded Zoo Lou. 

“And try not to get spotted,” Chill added. “We don’t 


want to arouse suspicion.” 


“Yeah, we need to be subtle,” agreed Hot Head, 
before yelling at the top of his voice. “Hey, look! There’s 
Glumshanks!” 

Chill sighed, but her impulsive companion was right. 
Kaos’ butler was standing at the other end of the stalls — 
tall, lanky and nowhere near as old as he’d looked in the 
vision earlier. 


“So much for stealth,” she said. “Let’s get him!” 
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The Skylanders surged forward, but Hot Head’s shout cyclops with a patch across his eye, threw a lever. 
had blown their cover. The troll’s eyes widened as he All at once, the cages sprung open and the scary 
spotted the heroes and he disappeared into the crowd. spiders scuttled straight for the Skylanders. 

I) Unfortunately, just about everyone in the crowd had “Scramble!” screamed Zoo Lou as the spiders 
noticed them too. The Skylanders were surrounded, with attacked. 


Drow axes, troll wrenches, cyclops spears and Spell Punk 
| hexes all ready to bring them down. 

The Skylanders moved as one. Wash Buckler fired 
live piranhas at the dark elves, Wind-Up whirled towards 
the trolls and Chill put the one-eyed warriors on ice. 

Zoo Lou, meanwhile, had jumped onto the back of a 


ghostly boar and was bearing down on the Spell Punks. 


“T can’t see Glumshanks!” shouted Hot Head, peering 
over the battle. 

“No,” called Zoo Lou, “but I can see trouble! Look!” 

In front of them stood Dishonest Joe’s Monster 
Menagerie. Row after row of cages were packed with 
every nightmarish spider you’ve ever imagined — and quite 
a few you wish you could forget. Fat Belly Spiders. Moon 
Widows. Gargantulas. They were all here, safe behind 


bars — until Dishonest Joe, a particularly untrustworthy 
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The coarse hairs on its legs were turning white. The 
monster’s eyes bulged as it was transformed into a 


terrifying ice sculpture. 


PLAT! 
S The Fat Belly Spider spat a huge blob of sticky, 
green goo at Chill. She raised her shield, but it was too 
late. She was smothered in seconds, unable to move a 
muscle, let alone throw a javelin. 
“Got to keep a cool head,” Chill told herself, an idea 
starting to form as the horrible beast began pulling her 


in. “Or a cool hand, come to that!” 


She focused on her javelin, imagining the ice spreading 


through the goo. There was a crunching, crackling sound Chill smashed her way out of her frozen cocoon, 
as the temperature plummeted. The spider tried to spinning around to find Kaos. ‘The evil Portal Master, still 
escape, but it was too late. Frost was forming on its back. clutching the golden clock hand, looked disappointed. 


» (&) | 


— 


a Wr 4 a gi y ig 7 ie ery | y ERY , \ \ y ‘ ep , 
A. } Dae. Ws wat A *) P Ae? (WO) FROXORO) 


FD Nat Nad A 


“Awwwwww, he moaned. “I was looking forward to 
you becoming a spider snack.” 

“Hand it over, Kaos,” Chill said, her javelin pointing 
towards him. “Er . . . whatever it is.” 

Kaos smirked an evil smirk, and looked down at the 
clock hand in his grasp. “What, this old thing? Why it’s 
just your imminent DOOOOM! I, KAOS, will finally 
bring the SEYLOSERS to their KNEEEEEES!” 

Before Chill could send her javelin spinning towards 
him, a flash of light engulfed Kaos, Glumshanks and the 
old owl. When it cleared, the three of them had vanished. 

Chill’s javelin crashed harmlessly into Hooto’s stall. 

“Are you OK?” called out a voice from behind her. It 
was Wash Buckler, closely followed by Wind-Up and the 
others. “What happened?” 

A new javelin formed in Chill’s clenched fist, her arm 
shaking with anger. “It was Kaos. He got away.” 

Zoo Lou came to a halt, puffing for breath. Strange. 
That wasn’t like him. Come to think of it, Chill’s joints 
were aching. Her fight against the Fat Belly Spider had 


left her more exhausted than it should. 


“Where was he?” Zoo Lou gasped. 

Chill pointed towards the wrecked stall. “Over there, 
buying what looked like the hand of a clock.” 

Wind-Up’s ears would have pricked up if he had any. 
Like the watchmaker who had constructed him long ago, 
Wind-Up was obsessed with clocks. “A clock hand?” 

Chill nodded. “He said it would bring about our doom 

Wash Buckler laughed. “That’s nothing to worry about 
The bilge-bag’s always saying stuff like that.” 

But Hot Head wasn’t convinced. “I don’t know, Wash. 
Something’s wrong. I can feel it in my lava.” 

Chill nodded. “And it’s got something to do with that 


golden hand, I’m sure of it.” 
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Back at the Ruins, Master Eon’s face appeared out of 
the clouds. 

“Show me, Chill,” he urged. “What was Kaos buying 
from the owl?” 


Chill closed her eyes and concentrated, visualizing the 
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golden hand in her mind. Ice began to appear in her open 
palms, forming a perfect replica of what she had seen. 
Above them, the spectral Portal Master gasped. 
“Do you recognize it, Master Eon?” asked Hot Head. 
The old spirit nodded. “Hugo,” he called, his voice 
booming across the island. “Have you found the book?” 
The Skylanders turned at the sound of tiny feet 
padding towards them. A little Mabu was rushing over, 
a large pack on his squat back. 
This was Hugo, Eon’s nervy 
but loyal assistant. Before 


the Citadel had been 


destroyed, the 
bespectacled Mabu 
had looked after 
Eon’s vast library. 
Most of the books 
were lost in the 
explosion that 
devastated the Citadel, 


but Hugo had saved a few 


volumes that he kept squirreled away in various 
hidey-holes on the island. 

“T have it here, Master Eon,” Hugo puffed, nearly 
falling over as he came to an abrupt halt. Wind-Up sprar 


forward to stop him from landing flat on his snout. 


“Thank you, Skylander,” Hugo said. “I’m not as 


> 


young as I was...’ 
“None of us seem to be,” muttered Zoo Lou. 


“.. and this book is very heavy,” Hugo continued. 
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He struggled with his pack, producing a large, red leather 
volume with ornate metal swirls set into the cover. “1001 
Magical Artefacts and Other Weird Thingy-ma-bobs,” 
announced Hugo proudly. “Professor P. Grungally’s 
greatest work. A signed copy, too. Most rare.” 

“Yes, yes,” urged Eon, “but does it contain anything 
about this timepiece?” 

Hugo’s face fell. “Ah, well, I haven’t been able to look.” 

“Why not?” Wind-Up asked. 

Hugo shrugged. “The book only opens to a specific 
magic word.” 

“Say the word then,” Hot Head rumbled. The Giant 
was fond of Hugo, but found him a terrible fusspot. 

“That’s the problem. The magic word changes every 
time you open it. We need to solve the puzzle first.” 

“Which puzzle?” asked Wash Buckler, only to have 
the large book pressed into his hands by Hugo who 
started fishing around in his pack. 

“T had it here somewhere,” the Mabu said, almost 


toppling into the bag as he searched. “A-ha. Here 
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Use the shaded letters to write the magic word below: : 


Sol 
, ve the crossword puzzle and then take the letters 
in t. 

he yellow squares. Re-arrange them to discover 
the magic word for Hugo. 


A magical grub with a big appetite. (8,4) 
A heroic alchemist. (3,4) 

Evil elves. (4) 

A Sky Baron who gave up his wings. (3,3) 
A Giant bee. (5) 

Ignitor’s original name. (8) 

Bouncer was a champion at this sport. (10) 
Stink Bomb’s martial art. (4,4) 
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Camo was born in the roots of this place. (4,2,4) 7 
The volcano that spreads magic around Skylands. (10) Py} | | = 
The Undead Dragon King. (7) | | 
She gave the Illuminator to the Frost Elves. (9) |_| 
Cold-loving cyclops that invaded the Empire of Ice. (10) 
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66 hat’s it!” cheered Hugo, repeating the magic 

Te At once the book shot out of Wash 
Buckler’s hands. It twirled three times in the air as if 
caught by a sudden wind, and dropped open on the 
ground. The pages flicked back and forth by themselves 
until they came to rest on a certain page. 

Hugo leant forward and read the title of the chapter. 
“The Golden Hand of Chronobones.” 

“Of course,” Eon said from on high. “Chronobones, 
the Time Keeper. According to legend he was one of the 
very first Portal Masters.” 


Hugo picked up the story, reading from the book. 
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“Chronobones was the Guardian of Time. He built a 
huge fortress outside of time itself: At its centre was a 
great clock that kept the ages ticking along, second by 
second, year by year.” 

Eon nodded. “But as he reached the end of his life, 
Chronobones realized that if his Master Clock ever fell 
into the wrong hands, it could be used for evil. Time 
itself could be disrupted.” 

Hugo ran a finger along the ancient text as he read. 
“The puzzle-loving Portal Master ripped the golden hand 
from his Master Clock and had it hidden away. This way, 
no one could use it to control time.” 

“Until now,” Chill said, her voice as cold as ice. “That 
Hooto character must have found the Golden Hand.” 

“And now Kaos has it,” rumbled Hot Head. “That little 
twerp, able to twist time. It doesn’t bear thinking about.” 

“No one will be safe,” said Eon gravely. “Using 
Chronobones’ Master Clock, Kaos will be able to age 
entire islands to dust.” 

Above them, the beam from the Core of Light 


flickered like the flame of a candle. 


>) across its green surface. 


“B-by the ancients,” Hugo stammered. “The Core!” 


As they looked on in horror, the outside of the Core 


of Light began to age in front of their eyes, rust creeping 


“Tt’s started already,” said Zoo Lou. The grass 


withered beneath their feet, plants turning black as if a 
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shadow was passing over the Ruins. “And it’s not just the 
island. We’ve all been feeling more than our age recently.” 

“That’s what I don’t get,” admitted Hot Head. “This 
all started happening before Kaos got the Golden Hand. 
First the tree, then the ropes of the balloon. How is that 
even possible?” 

Wind-Up’s mechanical features pulled into a frown. 
“The Master Clock exists outside of time as we know it. 
It doesn’t follow its rules.” 

“Wind-Up is correct,” confirmed Eon. “If Kaos 
has the Hand, he controls the past, the present and 
the future.” 

“Then we must stop him,” said Chill, squeezing her 
fist so tight that the replica Golden Hand shattered. 

“But how?” asked Zoo Lou. “How can we reach a 
Fortress that exists outside of time? It’s impossible.” 

“Not for a Portal Master,” insisted Eon. “There is 
a hidden gateway to Chronobones’ Time Fortress 
somewhere in Skylands. I can use my Portal of Power 
to discover its location, but I will need your help.” 


“As if you even have to ask,” pointed out Hot Head. 
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Chill agreed. “Just tell us what to do.” 

Eon smiled. “I knew I could rely on you, my 
Skylanders. Now, to the Portal.” 

They rushed across to where the Portal stood on the 
edge of the island. Above them, Eon began chanting an 
ancient spell. 

“Spirit of Chronobones, hear our plea, 

Reveal your gateway, so we may see, 

The way to your Fortress, and the secrets within, 

If you don’t we shall kick you, right in the shin.” 

Chill and Zoo Lou exchanged a glance. Eon coughed, 
as if embarrassed. 

“T know, I know,” the Portal Master said. “The shin 
bit is silly, but Chronobones always liked a joke...” 

“And a puzzle,” Hugo reminded them. “Look!” 

Three rings of letters were forming on the surface of 
the Portal, instructions at the centre. 

Wash Bucker leant across and read the inscription. 
“Crack the code to find the gateway. Skip two it, there’s 
no time to lose!” 


“Hmmm,” complained Hugo, his glasses slipping 


Sw AA AWA 


R ea No: (of the rings, + Sez every ; second lette 
ge in the boxes below. Wind-Up has 


down his nose. “Chronobones may have been the 
Write the messa 


started the puzzle for you. 
START HERE 
ee ak 


Guardian of Time, but his spelling leaves much to be 
desired. Skip two it, indeed. He should have had someone 
check his work.” 


“No,” said Wind-Up, jumping up and down. “I think 


he got it wrong on purpose. Master Eon, I know what we 


have to do!”. 


“Now we know,” cried Zoo Lou, ready to throw “You don’t look it,” said Chill, worried. 


| himself onto the Portal. “Let’s go!” He took a step, but “Kaos’ tampering is affecting you all,” warned Eon. 
stumbled and almost fell on his face. Chill rushed “Some more than others. The Life Element is 
forward, but Zoo Lou threw out a paw and steadied particularly affected by the ravages of time. Just look 
himself against the Portal. around you.” 


“T’m OK,” he said, breathing heavily. The Skylanders glanced around. The grass had all 


but rotted away. The plants and flowers that usually 
brightened the Ruins were nothing more than dry stalks. 

“And it’s not just nature,” Zoo Lou warned, removing 
his paw from the Portal of Power. The Portal itself had 
started to crumble beneath his weight. 

“You don’t have long,” said Eon. “Zoo Lou will 
stay here.” 

The Life Skylander tried to argue, but Eon was quick 
to cut him off. “I need you. I will cast a spell to protect the 


Core of Light, but dark forces could attack at any time. 


You shall stay here and keep watch.” 
Zoo Lou nodded, determination 
written across his face. 

Eon turned to the others. 
“The rest of you must go. Find 
the fortress and get that Golden 

Hand, before the damage to 

x Skylands is irreversible.” 

Behind them the Portal blazed into life, but the 
glare from its magical surface was noticeably less 


brilliant than usual. 
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“Time is against us,” Eon said gravely. “Go while 
you still can.” 
As one, Chill, Hot Head, Wash Buckler and Wind-Up 


leapt onto the Portal and vanished. 


The wind hit 
them as soon 
as they appeared 
from the Portal. 
It was blowing 
a gale, sand 
whipping up 
all around. 

“T can’t see 
a thing,” roared 
Hot Head, 
throwing up 
a flaming hand 
to protect 


his eyes. 
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“Which way do we go?” Wash Buckler asked, holding “Well, at least Chronobones didn’t leave any guards,” 
onto his hat with three of his tentacles. said Wash Buckler, trying to cheer the others up. 
“Forward,” replied Wind-Up. It didn’t work. In front of them, a trio of huge figures 
“How do you know?” asked Chill, barely able to make burst from the sand, all bulging muscles and green skin. 
herself heard. Spiky green skin. 
Wind-Up shook his head. “I can just feel it. Waves Chill threw up her shield. “Cactus Golems,” she 
of time coming from that direction. The gateway must warned. “Don’t let them prick you. Those spines are 


lie ahead.” poisonous.” 


Hot Head peered through the sand as the three 


monsters started to lumber painfully slowly towards 
the Skylanders. “I wouldn’t worry. They’re not exactly 
hot-footed.” 

“They don’t need to move fast,” yelled Chill as the 
middle Cactus Golem opened its mouth and spewed a 
stream of spines straight towards her. The spikes clattered 
noisily against her shield. 

“Bless my barnacles!” cried Wash Buckler. “Chill, look 
at your shield.” 

Rust was spreading across the metal of Chill’s shield 
from the points where the spines had struck. 

“Chronobones didn’t send these crazy cacti,” Chill 
realized. “It must have been Kaos. ‘Those spines aren’t 


just poisonous. They’ll age you to death!” 
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TT" Cactus Golems roared, sending showers of 
deadly spines towards the Skylanders. Half-blinded 


by the sand, the heroes scattered. Another blast of spikes 
whistled over the Skylanders’ heads, too close for comfort. 
“We need to do something about those Golems,” 
Wash Buckler yelled. 
“Pardon?” roared back Hot Head. 
Wash Buckler repeated himself, shouting over the 
noise of whooshing needles and raging sand. 
“WE NEED TO DO SOMETHING ABOUT 
THOSE GOLEMS!” 
Hot Head shook his head. “It’s no good,” he yelled. 
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“T can’t hear you. Besides, we need to do something 
about those Golems.” 

Wash Buckler rolled his eyes. “Chill,” he called out. 
“We need some ice blocks.” 

“What a chilling idea,” the Water Skylander replied, 
raising a hand. Three blocks of ice appeared between 
them and their attackers, but immediately started to melt 
away as they were peppered with spines. 

“They won’t last long,” said Wind-Up. 

“They don’t need to,” shouted Wash Buckler as he 
started to spin around and around, his body blurring as 
he built up speed. 

Chill had seen Wash Buckler do this before. ‘The oe 
Octolash. He’d whirl forward, his tentacles slapping “ 
enemies into next week — but the Cactus Golems were 


covered in those needles. If he touched one, he’d 


wither quicker than you could say, ‘Oi, watch out for 


those spikes.’ 
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moment the ice barrier collapsed, the spinning Skylander 


squirted jet black ink at the Golems. 
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The monsters wailed in surprise and returned fire — 
in completely the wrong direction. 

“They can’t see where we are,” Wash Buckler said, 
coming out of his super-spin. 

“Or hear us above the sandstorm,” realized Chill. 

“Hit them with everything we’ve got,” cheered 


Wind-Up, firing springs at the confused creatures. 


The rest of the Skylanders joined in. Ice Javelins, fire 


bolts and bubble blasts streamed towards the monsters, 
who were blindly blowing needles in every direction 
they could. 

Including right at each other. 

The Golem to the left received a face-full of spines 
and sprayed his brothers in shock. The three monsters 
wailed, their supple green skin turning brown and their 
spines dropping like leaves in autumn. 

They crashed forward into the sand, deflating like 
three leathery balloons. 

Hot Head fired bolts of lava into the air in triumph. 
“Sweet! We’re on a hot streak!” 


“There’s no time to celebrate,” wheezed Wind-Up, 
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staggering into the wind. “Let’s see what they were guardin; 
They continued through the storm, until they came 
upon three swirling sink holes in the sand. 
“This has to be it,” said Wind-Up, trying to shield his 
eyes. “One of those pits must lead to the fortress.” 


“Yeah, but which one?” asked Wash Buckler, peering 


into the whirling chasms. a 


As if in answer, a golden slab rose from the sand in 


front of them, a triangle carved into its side. 

“What now?” Hot Head growled. 

“Another puzzle,” replied Chill, reading the instructions 
“Find which sinkhole leads to my castle before time 
runs out. Choose the wrong pit and be lost for all eternity. 


Love, Chronobones. Kiss kiss.” 


This number puzzle is called an Arithmagon. The numbers 


in 
in the squares are equal to the sum of the numbers 1 
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the circles on either side. Fill in the missing numbers 


everything adds up correctly. 


The bottom right-hand circle will reveal which sinkhole the 


eo 
Skylanders should use — 1, 2 or 3. Which is it: 
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“Phew, that made my head hurt,” murmured Hot 
Head, as they completed the puzzle. 

“Yes, but have we got it right?” asked Wash Buckler. 

“There’s only one way to be sure,” asked Chill. 
“You ready?” 

Wind-Up nodded. “As ready as we'll ever be. Let’s 
do it!” 

The Skylanders charged towards the sinkhole and 


jumped as one, plunging into the twisting pit. 


The Skylanders 
couldn’t tell how long 
they had been falling. 


i i} | | Down and down 
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“Ugh!” groaned a dizzy Hot Head. “I think I left my 


stomach back in the Sands of Time.” 

Wash Buckler, meanwhile, was trying to untangle his 
tentacles, which had somehow become knotted during 
the fall. 

“We still don’t know if we chose the right hole,” 
he said, accidentally slapping himself in his own face. 

Chill pushed her helmet up out of her eyes and 
gasped. 

“T think we did.” 

They had landed on what looked like a giant bridge. 
It stretched into the far distance behind them, and was 
surrounded by nothing. No clouds. No sky. No stars. Just 
a big, empty void. 

In front of them stood a fortress. A very, very large 
fortress. Its walls were made up of whirling cogs, and a 
huge pendulum swung in front of the biggest gates you’ve 
ever seen. There were clock faces where there should 
have been windows, and the air was filled with the sound 


of ticking. 


Tick tock, tick tock, tick tock, tick tock, tick tock. 
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Just in case they were still in any doubt, a ginormous 


sign hung above the front gates. 
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“At least he’s polite,” commented Hot Head. 
“You must be loving this, eh Wind-Up? All these 


clocks?” Wash Buckler said, before gasping in shock. 
The Tech Skylander was sitting on the ground, looking 
more than a little sorry for himself: 

“What’s wrong?” breathed Chill, rushing towards 
his side. 

Wind-Up’s only answer was to raise his arm to reveal 
a patch of brown rust creeping across his paintwork. At 


the centre poked out a single Cactus Golem spine. 


tiny cog clattered as it fell from Wind-Up’s inner 
Ane: The Tech Skylander looked embarrassed 
and tried to pick it up, his joints creaking. 

Chill scooped up the cog and gently dropped it back 
into her friend’s hand. Even the key that constantly 
revolved in Wind-Up’s head had slowed. She’d never seen 
him looking so tired. 

Wind-Up slipped the cog back into his casing. “It 
happened at the end of the fight,” he explained. “One 
of the Golem’s needles went wide and. . .” He started to 
cough, a dry, rattling sound. 

“Why didn’t you say anything?” asked Chill, wishing 
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“Tt would have only 

slowed us down,” Lay 

Wind-Up admitted, ( 

the rust already 

spreading out from 


under his arm. He 
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“We need to get him back to Eon,” Hot Head insisted, 
but Chill shook her head. 

“We’re out of time — literally.” She fixed the Giant 
with a cold stare. “You can feel it too, can’t you? The 
weariness. The ache in your bones.” 

Hot Head began to argue, but stopped himself. “Well, 
I don’t have bones, but I know what you mean. I feel 
about 200,000 years old.” 

A thought occurred to Wash Buckler. “Just how old 


are you anyway?” 
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Hot Head flushed. “It’s rude to ask a lava giant 


his age.” Then he leant down and whispered in the 
Mermasquid’s ear. “199,999. And three-quarters — but 
don’t tell anyone. I don’t think I look a day over 150,000.” 

Wash Buckler tapped a tentacle against his nose. 
“Your secret is safe with me, lad.” 

Beside them, Wind-Up was shivering, his gears 
rattling together. “Y-you carry on without me. We need 
to complete our mission for Eon.” 

“No way,” insisted Chill. “We stick together.” She 
looked up at Hot Head. “Can you carry him?” 

The Fire Giant leant down and picked the Tech 
Skylander up from the ground, carefully extinguishing the 
flames in his hands first. 

“Sure,” he grinned, perching Wind-Up on his broad 
shoulder. “You OK up there buddy?” 

Wind-Up nodded weakly. 

“OK then,” said Wash Buckler. “Best tentacle 
forward!” 

They marched towards the gates that dwarfed 
even Hot Head, looking for a lock or even a bell. ‘There 


was nothing. 


“Should we just knock?” 
asked Chill, out of ideas. 
“No,” said a voice. 


“You must use your head.” 


Wash Bucker raised 
his cutlass. “Who 
said that?” 


“And if you don’t want to 
use your head,” said 
another, “then you must use 
your hat.” 

All at once, three hats —/y 
materialized in the air. 
The first was a Sheriff’s Hat, the 
next was a Fez and the last was a Viking Helmet, 
complete with horns. 

If the fact that they’d just appeared from nowhere 
wasn’t strange enough, each hat also had a big smiling 


mouth — except for the Viking Helmet, which looked 


utterly miserable. 


“Hello,” said the floating Sheriff’s Hat. 


| “Hello,” said the Fez. “Been told to keep it under ourselves,” added the 


| | “Go away,” said the Viking Helmet, waggling its Sherriff’s Hat. 
| horns in a most threatening manner. “Oh really,” rumbled Hot Head, waving a flaming 
| “Don’t worry about him,” the Fez said. ““He’s always hand near the Sheriff’s Hat’s gold star. “That’s a nice star 
| grumpy.” you’ve got there. Be a shame if it got a little melty.” 
||| “Who are you?” asked Chill, completely bewildered. The Sheriff’s Hat squealed and hid behind the Fez. 
“We’re the hats,” said the hats — except for the Viking “OK, OK,” said the Fez. “We’re your next puzzle. 
| Helmet who appeared to be sulking. You want to get into Chronobones’ Fortress, don’t you?” 
“We can see that, mateys,” said Wash Buckler. “More than anything,” confirmed Wind-Up. 
“But what are you doing here?” The Sheriff’s Hat peeked out from behind the Fez. 


“Can’t tell you that,” said the Fez. 
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Use the clues to fill in the grid of the logic puzzle. 


CLUES 

1 The Gillman would never W 

our question.” 2 The Fez wa 
in the sky. 


“Which is?” prompted Chill, her patience running out. % The Mabu wore a Sh eriff’s Hat. 


The wearer of the Viking Helm 
not to get his lunch on the horns. 


ear a Viking helmet. 


“Then you need to put your heads together to answer 


s worn when the moon was high 


“Which of us needs to be waterproof ?” asked the et was careful 


Fez cheerfully. 


Sheriff’s hat 
Viking Helmet 
Morning 


Mabu 


Gillman 


Morning 


“Huh?” said Hot Head. “T still don’t get what you 


mean.” 
“Here,” said the Sheriff’s Hat as a puzzle carved itself 


snto the stones beneath the Skylanders’ feet. 


4 1 know which hat we need to choose,” hacked 

Wind-Up, his lips now brown with rust. “You would 
need to be waterproof because you were worn by a Gill- 
man!” he said, pointing at the correct hat. 

The hat beamed. “I would indeed. Congratulations. 
You have won entry into Chronobones’ Fortress. Let the 
gates open!” 

Behind the hats, the massive clockwork gates started 
to swing apart. 

“In you go,” said the Sheriff’s Hat before fading from 
view. “You were so much nicer than the last lot to come 


this way.” 
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“Who was that?” asked Wash Buckler. 


“A horrid little man,” said the Fez before disappearing 


as well. “And as for that owl...” 


Soon, only the Viking Y/p 


Helmet was left, glowering 
at them. 
“Have a nice day,” it 
finally growled, then vanished. : 
“So, Kaos has been here,” said 
Hot Head, as torches flared into life 
inside the Fortress. ; 
“And Hooto too,” nodded Chill, taking a step forward. 
The walls were lined with hundreds of clocks, their 
hands spinning round and round and round. If the 
ticking had been loud outside, it was almost deafening 
in here. 
TICK TOCK, TICK TOCK, TICK TOCK. 
The Skylanders stepped inside and the gates slammed 
shut. All at once the clocks were silent, their hands frozen 
into place. It was as if the fortress was waiting to see what 


the newcomers would do next. 
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A single cog clattered loudly to the floor. 

“Sorry about that,” murmured Wind-Up, a little 
shame-faced. 

The Skylanders crept forward. In front of them was a 
set of doors, but the more they walked, the further away 
the doors seemed to be. 

They started running, the corridor stretching ahead 
of them. 

“This is impossible,” said Wash Buckler as they chased 
the ever-retreating doors. 

“Yes it is, FOOOOL!” boomed a whiny voice. 

A huge head filled the entire corridor. It was Kaos, 
larger than life and twice as ugly, his red eyes dancing 
with malevolent glee. “Fear me, FEAR MY GIANT 
FLOATING HEAD!” 

“We'll never fear you,” snapped Chill, resisting the 
urge to throw a javelin through his chuckling features. 

“Then you are the most foolish fools in the history of 
foolishness. I, KAOOOS, am the master of time. I control 
the past, I control the present and I control the .. .” 


The wicked Portal Master paused, a look of confusion 
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passing over his gigantic face as he searched for the right 
word. He glanced to the right, as if someone was 
prompting him. 

“What was that? Oh yes. The future. I control 
EVERYTHING!” 

“Not for long, you big-faced blaggard,” Wash 


Buckler promised. “We’ll stop you today as we’ve 


stopped you before.” 


Kaos giggled childishly. 
“Ooooh, brave words 
squid-face. I’d be scared if 
you weren’t such old news, 
SKYBLUNDERERS.” 
His arrogant gaze fell upon 
the increasingly worn-out 
Wind-Up. “Very. Old. News.” 
Then the villainous Portal 
Master’s eyes narrowed, 
as if he were considering 
his position. “Although I 


admit that in the past you 
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have somehow managed to foil my un-foilable plots. 

It must have been Glumshanks’ fault, but P’ve dealt with 
him and now I shall deal with you! SUMMON THE 
KAOTIC CRACKLERS OF DOOOOOM!” 

Kaos’ monumental mug disappeared, but the corridor 
was no longer empty. In front of them floated an Arkeyan 
Crackler, a large spherical robot with powerful arms. 

It glared at them with wide yellow eyes, fists clenching 
as if challenging them to attack. 

Wash Bucker already had the Crackler in his sights. 
“Ts that it?” he asked. “One rotten robot? Am I supposed 
to be quaking in my boots? Well, ?m not quaking. . . 
and I can’t wear boots. We can finish this robotic rascal 
in no time.” 

“T don’t think it’s going to be that easy, Wash,” 
croaked Wind-Up. 

It never was with Kaos. Energy sparked across the 
Crackler’s steel skin and three exact duplicates appeared 
by its side. A second later, there were seven Arkeyan 
Cracklers flexing their mechanical muscles. 


“That’s more like it,” grinned Wash Buckler. 
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“Seven minions against four Skylanders. A fair fight at 

last.” He raised his cutlass and rushed forwards. “Let’s 
clear the deck!” 

His blade slashed 
through a Crackler. 
The robot 
vanished in a burst 
of light. 

“That’s how you 
make your mark,” 
Wash Buckler cried 
out, although his 

face soon fell when 
three identical robots 
took his fallen foe’s place. 
“Now, that’s not playing fair!” 

Behind him, Chill took out her nearest Crackler, only 
for three more to appear. “We need to find the original,” 
she said. “Destroy it and the rest will vanish.” 

“Yeah,” said Hot Head, roasting two more. “But 


which one is it?” 
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Help the Skylanders defeat the Arke 
slightly different to the rest — but which one? 


finding the original robot. One of th 


IT'S GOTTA BE 
KAOS' MAGIC! 


WASH BUCKLER, 
CAN YOU REACH IT? £ 


ONE BY ONE, THE OTHER 
ARKEYAN CRACKLERS 
BLINK OUT OF EXISTENCE! 


QUICK! 
MAKE FOR 
THAT DOOR! 
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THEY COULD JUST BE NORMAL 
SUITS OF ARMOUR - BUT STAY 
ON YOUR GUARD JUST IN CASE 


—— - 
NOT COOL! ) 
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SPOOKINESS 
AHoy! 
THINK IT’S ; 
ANOTHER TRAP? : 
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. .. HOLD ON. 
WHAT'S THAT? 


SOUNDS LIKE 
GEARS BEHIND 
THE WALL? 


THE FLOOR! 
IT’S OPENING! 


The two halves of the floor continued to slide back into 
the walls. The suit of armour was a trap, and it was sprung 
as soon as Hot Head struck. The gap was growing quickly, 
revealing a huge drop below. 

“Hold onto something,” shouted Chill. She scrambled 
to get a grip on the wall, but it was as smooth as a 
Molekin’s bottom. Even the suits of armour toppled 
forward, tumbling into the widening gap. Soon there woul 
be no floor left. 

“T’ve got an idea,” yelled Wash Buckler, leaping into 
the air. He spun once, each of his tentacles stretching out. 
They slapped against the walls on both sides of the 
corridor. 

“OK, jump on,” the Water Skylander said, his suckers 
sticking tight. 

“You'll never be able to take my weight,” insisted Hot 
Head, but Wash Buckler nodded. 

“T’ll be fine,” the Mermasquid said, throwing out an ar 
to help Chill clamber onboard an outstretched tentacle. 

“T’ve got a bad feeling about this,” murmured Hot 


Head, but he had no other choice. As the floor slid into 


the wall, he jumped forward, grabbing hold of his friend. 


Wash Buckler gasped, the Giant’s bulk pulling them 
down, but his suckers held, leaving the four of 
them swinging from his tentacles. 
“What now?” asked Chill, glancing over her shoulder. 
“The next door is a long, long way away.” 
“Can you walk us along?” asked Wind-Up, but 
Wash Buckler just shook his head. He’d already gone 
a funny colour as he clung to the walls. 
“Well, at least things can’t get any worse,” said 
Hot Head. 
Above them, spikes appeared in the high ceiling — 
which suddenly didn’t look as high as it had minutes ago. 
“Tt’s dropping down,” Chill gasped, as the now 
lethal ceiling began to slowly descend, the sharp points 
glinting wickedly. 
“Me and my big mouth,” sighed Hot Head. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


HE PRISONER 


ash Buckler’s suckers squeaked as they started 

W: slip down the walls. The ceiling was gaining 
speed, its spikes looking sharper the nearer they came. 

“It’s no good,” Wash Buckler cried out. “I can’t hold 
on, we’re going to —” 

All at once, his suckers lost their grip on the wall. Pop, 
pop, pop! The Skylanders dropped like heavy stones. 

On the bright side, they were falling away from the 
sharp spikes. It was just a shame that they had no idea 
what would break their fall. 

We need a soft landing, thought Wind-Up, and a smile 


spread across his tired face. Sure, he felt terrible, but he 


was a Skylander. Skylanders never gave up, no matter whz 
Wind-Up pulled himself into a dive, arms stretched ou 
You can do this, he thought to himself. You have to! 
Everyone is depending on you. No more toying around! 
Springs shot out of Wind-Up’s hands, one after anothe 
piling up on the floor below. It took all of Wind-Up’s 
energy, but he was doing it. He would save them all, if it 
was the last thing he did! 
Exhausted, the Tech Skylander closed his metal 
fingers and let himself tumble. All he wanted to do was 


sleep now. 
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Hot Head was first to crash into the heap of springs. 
It was like landing on a trampoline. He bounced off to 
the side, coming to rest in the middle of a dank, dark 
chamber. 

Chill and Wash Buckler joined him a second later. 

At the last moment, he turned and caught Wind-Up. 
“Good work, little fella,” the Giant rumbled, as Wind-Up 
smiled weakly up at him. 

“Did it work?” Wind-Up asked, his voice barely 
audible. 

“Oh yeah,” the Fire Skylander replied. “You’re pretty 
hot stuff for a little guy.” 

Chill peered into the gloom. “Where are we?” 

“T can shed some light on that,” boomed Hot Head, 
closing his eyes and concentrating. The flames on his 
head leapt up like a beacon, illuminating the cold room. 

The chamber was large with heavy wooden doors 
set into the damp stone walls. Tiny creatures scampered 
away from the sudden glare, hiding in cracks or peering 
out of holes. 


“Looks like a prison to me,” said Wash Buckler. 


“Tt is,” came a response from behind one of the doors. 


“There’s someone in here,” said Chill, rushing over to 
what appeared to be a dungeon cell. “Can you hear us?” 

“Get me out!” came the panicked answer. 

“Sounds like they can,” Wash Buckler said, trying the 
door. It was locked. He rapped against the wood with a 


tentacle. “That’s pretty solid.” 


Chill told the Mermasquid to stand aside. “Let’s give 


it the hot and cold treatment, eh Hot Head?” she said. 
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The Giant grinned. “Ready to fire.” 

The Water Skylander put her hand against the door, 
frost spreading out from her palm. The wood was frozen 
solid in seconds. Her job done, the ice guard stepped 
aside. “All yours.” 

“It’s grilling time,” Hot Head rumbled, flames 


shooting from his hand. ‘The icy door splintered, 


revealing a cringing figure on the other side. 
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“You!” exclaimed Chill. Kaos’ butler looked puzzled. “Why wouldn’t I? 
“Me!” said Glumshanks glumly. . Although, I suppose being thrown into a murky, mucky 
Wash Buckler covered the troll with his bubble blaster. cell can play havoc with a troll’s complexion.” 
There was no point taking chances, even though ; “Who did this to you?” asked Hot Head. 
Glumshanks appeared to have iron cuffs clapped around | i “Master Kaos,” Glumshanks wailed mournfully, 
his thin ankles. breaking down into a fit of sobs. 
“But you still look young,” said Wash Buckler, : The Skylanders looked at each other. Kaos was 
remembering the vision back in the Ruins. | never knowingly nice to his right-hand troll, but he 


always looked after Glumshanks in the end. Throwing 
him into jail was harsh, even for Skylands’ nastiest 
Portal Master. 

“Tt’s all that owl’s fault,” wept the troll. 

“Hooto?” Chill asked. 

Glumshanks nodded. “He convinced the Master that 
I was to blame for all of his defeats. Says that he’s the 
only sidekick Lord Kaos needs.” 

“Kaos has sacked you?” wheezed Wind-Up. 

“Yessssssss,” howled Glumshanks, dissolving into mor« 

. trollish tears. 


“We can’t leave you like this,” said Chill, raising 


a javelin. 
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“No!” screamed Glumshanks. “Don’t hurt me!” 


The javelin soared through the air, smashing the 
iron cuffs, freeing the troll’s pencil-thin legs. He sniffed 
and offered his thanks begrudgingly, rubbing his 
ankles ruefully. 

“Do you want to get rid of that owl?” Chill asked. 
Glumshanks nodded so hard it looked like his head would 
fall off. “Do I ever!” 

“Then take us to Chronobones’ Master Clock.” 

Glumshanks regarded them warily. “And you’re not 
just trying to stop the Master from conquering 
Skylands?” 

Hot Head gasped at the mere suggestion. “What, us? 
Perish the thought!” 

“Good enough for me.” Glumshanks pulled a scroll 
from his tattered tunic and unrolled it. “This is a map of 
the fortress,” he explained. “Although I can’t figure out 
how to follow it.” 

Chill took the scroll from Glumshanks. Sure enough, 
there was a series of instructions down the left hand side. 


She smiled. “Let’s get cracking.” 
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Help the Skylanders plot out their route on 
the map. Follow the directions in order from 1 | START 


the start to find the spot where they’Il find 
the Master Clock! 4 
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"4 D own here,” said Chill, reading the map. The 


Skylanders rushed down the corridor towards 
an opening that was bathed in brilliant light. Glumshanks 
was wringing his hands as he followed behind, hoping 
that his master was all right. 

They came out onto a balcony, overlooking a massive, 
brightly-lit chamber. They crept to the edge and peeked 
over, their eyes widening as one. 

“It’s Lord Kaos,” gasped Glumshanks. 

“Yeah,” agreed Hot Head, “but not exactly how we 
were expecting him.” 


Kaos was below, beside a gigantic ornate clock. 


Its golden hands were spinning around so fast they were 


little more than a blur. 

Below the clock were panel after panel of controls, 
levers and switches being thrown by sinister hands. 
Sinister, feather-covered hands. 

Hooto the owl looked up at the clock face and screeched 
with laughter. “Look, Kaos! Time is ticking by at a 
wonderful rate. Soon everything in Skylands will be dust.” 

Kaos didn’t respond. He was crouched in a giant 
hourglass, sand pouring down on him from above as he 
smacked against the glass with podgy fists. 

“T knew we shouldn’t have trusted that bird!” 
spluttered Glumshanks. “It was all a trick. He wanted the 
Master Clock for himself.” 

“Of course,” nodded Chill. “Only a Portal Master 
could find the location of Chronobones’ fortress.” 

“That hooting horror had the Golden Hand but 
needed Kaos to get him here,” said Wash Buckler. 

“And now he has Skylands at his mercy,” growled 
Hot Head. 


Below them, Hooto flipped a switch. Images from 
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all over Skylands appeared on huge screens that hung 
around the clock. The Skylanders couldn’t believe their 
eyes. ‘There was the Tree of Life, its usually lush 
branches barren, the leaves withered away to nothing. 


. Another screen showed Iron Jaw Gulch, the Dirt Sharks’ 


. homes crumbling in front of them. Worst of all was the 
Ruins. Zoo Lou was slumped against the rust-eaten 
Core of Light. ‘The Life Skylander was a shadow of 
his former self, his fur lank and patchy. Above him, the 
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clouds were forming in the sky, ready to rush in — and 
there was nothing the Skylanders could do about it. 
“Thank you, Kaos,” Hooto crowed, which was a 


clever trick for an owl. “None of this would have 


happened without your help. You even dealt with those 
meddlesome Skylanders for me. Clever old you.” 
The bird wandered over and rapped on the 


hourglass, but Kaos paid no attention. The rotten 


Portal Master was too busy trying to avoid the sand 
that continued to rain down. 


“Just think,” Hooto continued. “All those times you 
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tried to take over Skylands, and now I have the entire 
place on its knees. Not that I want to rule Skylands, of 
course. Far too much paperwork involved.” 

“If he doesn’t want to conquer Skylands, what does 
he want?” asked Wash Buckler. 

“T think we’re about to find out,” replied Chill. 

Hooto shuffled over to a raised platform and pressed 
some buttons on a wand-like device he held in his hand. 
“Time to send my little message, Kaos. You won’t want 
to miss this.” 

High in the chamber, a bell began to ring — the same 
bell the Skylanders had heard when Glumshanks had 


appeared in the Ruins. On the platform, Hooto started to Tatty-bye!” 

glow. The screens showed doubles of the owl appearing Hooto ended his demands with a laugh so evil that 

all over the time-ravaged islands. even Kaos looked impressed from inside his glass prisor 
“Greetings, citizens of Skylands,” Hooto shrieked, his The owl flicked a switch and the bell stopped tolling 

voice magically amplified. “I am Hooto, Master of Time. the glow around his puffed-up feathers fading away. 

I am sending this message to the past, the present and the Hooto looked very pleased with himself. “And now we 


future. Unless you deliver all of your treasures to me, I wait for the riches to come rolling in. Cha-ching!” 


shall continue ageing Skylands. Pay up and [’ll turn back Chill couldn’t take it anymore. She’d seen enough. 


the clock. Ignore me and you shall all be reduced to dust! “You'll have a long wait,” the Water Skylander 
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shouted, jumping onto the balcony’s rail. If Hooto was flustered, he didn’t show it. The villain calmly 

“No!” Hooto hissed. “You should have been destroyed.” jabbed a feathered finger into a control on his 

| “Sorry to disappoint,” cried Wash Buckler, “but there’s device and chuckled as four gigantic Gear Golems 

life in the old Skylanders yet. We’re about to turn the tide! appeared around him. They towered over him, all 
Bubble Blaster!” bristling weapons and steaming joints. They attacked 

‘The mermasquid propelled over the edge, firing a even before the Skylanders landed, shooting spinning 

stream of bubbles towards the bird as he went. The gears towards the heroes. 
other Skylanders leapt into action, following his lead. “Tf it’s a fight you want,” Hooto cried, “then a fight 
Even Kaos cheered from within the hourglass, before you shall have! Take ’°em down, boys. The time of the 


) remembering that these were his arch-enemies. Skylanders has passed.” 
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MY TURN! 
SIZZLE SHOWER! 


~ | 


AWWW, DON'T GO 
MELTING AWAY 
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THE OTHER SKYLANDERS 
BURST INTO ACTION 


THIS WILL 
PUT YOU 
ON Ice! 


IF YOU'D ONLY 
STAY STILL! 


NOT WITH THE POWEI 
OF THE MASTER CLOC! 
FLOWING THROUGH MI 


WASH BUCKLER HAS HIS SIGHTS 
ON AN OLD ENEMY... 


CAN'T BELIEVE 
I'M GOING TO 
DO THIS... 


BUT NO ONE 
DESERVES TO BE 
BURIED ALIVE... 
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BESIDES, ONE 
GOOD TURN 
DESERVES 
ANOTHER! 


YOU EXPECT, 
SKYBLUNDERER? 


THANKS? 
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NO, BUT SOME 
HELP WOULDN'T GO 
AMISS, MATEY! 


TRAITOROUS 
BIRDBRAIN! 
THINK YOU CAN 
TAKE MY PRIZE? 


SUMMON THE 
DOOMHAMSTERS OF . . 


AND WHEN 
THE GLARE 
FADES... 


. + THE CLOCK HAS TURNEI 
FOR THE EVIL PORTAL MAS" 


HA HA HA! YOU LOOK 
EVEN MORE RIDICULOUS 
WITH HAIR! WHO WOULD 

HAVE THOUGHT? 


WELL, IF THAT'S 
WHAT YOU THINK, 
YOU CAN FACE 
YOUR DOOM BY 
YOURSELF! 


LORD KAOS! 
THIS IS NO TIME 
TO SULK! 


NO, BUT IT 
IS TIME TO ACT! 
HEY SUCKER! 
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On the floor, Wind-Up started giggling. 


“What are you doing? What’s funny about this?” 
wheezed Glumshanks. 

Wind-Up couldn’t speak, but nodded behind Hooto. 
The owl whirled around and realized that Wind-Up’s 
pathetic attack had been a diversion. Chill had scaled the 
side of the Master Clock and was hanging from its face, 
the Golden Hands whizzing around in front of her. 

“Noooooo!” Hooto wailed as Chill slapped her hand 
against the side of the clock, ice spreading across its 
surface. ‘The Golden Hand strained against the frost and 
then froze in place. 

“This cannot be!” screamed Hooto. “Let’s see you 
meddle when you’re nothing more than a snivelling 
ice-baby!” 

Time energy arched towards Chill from Hooto’s 
wand, ready to regress her to a babe in arms. 

“T don’t think so,” she said coolly. 

A massive ice-block formed in front of Chill. ‘The time 
energy hit it square on, splitting three ways as it was 


reflected away from the ice guard. 
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The first beam hit teenage Kaos in the back. In a flash 
he’d shrunk down to a baby — although weirdly he still 
had the same head of thick curly hair. 

The second beam hit Hooto 
who let out a squawk as he was 
made younger and younger. So 
much younger, in fact, that all that 
was left of him was a shiny egg 
spinning slowly on the floor. 

Chill melted the ice defence 
away and leapt down to the floor hoping that her plan 
had worked. Where had the third beam struck? 

“Looking for someone?” asked a cheery voice. Chill 
broke into a smile when she saw Wind-Up. He wasn’t old 
or rusty. The ‘Tech Skylander’s paintwork was pristine, 
the key in his head spinning faster than ever. 

“Hey, you’re back to normal!” cheered Hot Head, 


who had managed to blast three of the Gear Golems. 


Wind-Up jumped into the air, a huge boxing glove 


flying out of his outstretched hand. It smashed through 


the remaining Gear Golem, reducing it to scrap metal. 


“T don’t know why (ie 


you were worried,” 
the ‘Tech Skylander \ \ ) < 


grinned, landing 


nimbly on his 
feet. “I’m built 
to last.” 

“But it looks 
as if Skylands 
wasn’t,” cut in 
Wash Buckler, pointing to 
the screens. On the _ ee. 
displays, things had got worse. Much worse. The Core o 
Light was now blinking on and off like a faulty light bull 

“T don’t get it,” said Hot Head. “What do we need tc 
do? We’ve stopped the clock.” 

“We have,” said Wind-Up, springing towards the 
Master Clock’s controls. “But everything is still old. We 
need to turn back time.” 

The other Skylanders hurried to his side. 

“Can you work the clock?” Chill asked as Wind-Up 


WORE 


studied the switches in front of him. 

The Tech Skylander wasn’t sure. “It has to be one of 
these four levers,” he said, pointing to a series of controls. 
One was orange, one was purple, one was yellow and the 
last was silver. 

“Can’t we just pull them all and hope for the best?” 
suggested Hot Head. 

Wind-Up shook his head. “That could overload 
the system.” 

“If only we had a clue,” said Wash Buckler. 

“Why didn’t you say so?” boomed a ghostly voice. 

A huge head shimmered into view above them, rosy 
cheeks beneath sparkling eyes. 

“Chronobones?” Wind-Up asked, open-mouthed. 

“The very same,” the jolly spirit said. “And might I 
say how good it is to see that Skylands is protected well 
even today.” 

“Yes, yes,” snapped Chill. “But what about the 
control?” 

Chronobones chuckled. “I have one last riddle for 


you. Answer it and you'll know which lever to pull . . .” 


Can you solve Chronobones’ riddle? 
in the boxes below. 


Write the colour of the lever 


My first is in SOME but not found in ALL 
My second is in THIN but never in TALL 
My third is in LINE but not in CURVE 
My fourth is BRAVE and also in NERVE 
My fifth is in EAR as well as in NOSE 


My sixth is in FINGERS but not found in TOES 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


TURNING BACK 


TIME 


£6 G ot it!” said Wind-Up, throwing the lever 


forward. 

The ice on the Master Clock face shattered as the 
Golden Hands started spinning backwards. 

The Skylanders watched as the scenes on the display 
screens changed. ‘The buildings in Iron Jaw Gulch 
rebuilt themselves brick by brick, and new buds appeared 
on the ‘Tree of Life, blossoming into lush leaves and 
beautiful flowers. 

“Hey, there’s Zoo Lou!” cried Hot Head as the Life 
Skylander appeared in the Ruins, vitality flooding 
through his body. Behind him, rust flaked away from the 


Core of Light, the beacon’s beam burning brighter than 


ever, chasing the clouds away. 

The clock hands slowed and everything was back as 1 
should be. 

“What about me?” wheezed a voice. ‘The Skylanders 
turned to see the ancient form of Glumshanks stumbling 
forward, almost tripping over his beard. The old troll 
had swept up baby Kaos in his skeletal arms, the infant 
sucking his thumb happily. 

“Awww, Kaos is almost cute,” said Hot Head. 

“T wouldn’t go that far,” Wash Buckler shot back. 
“Once an evil megalomaniac, always an evil 
megalomaniac if you ask me.” 

“T suppose we better change them back,” said Chill. 

“Not so fast,” boomed Chronobones. “The troll still 
has one more job to do.” 

“T do?” Glumshanks asked, secretly hoping it wasn’t 
changing Kaos’ nappy. He’d done enough of that when 
the dastardly Portal Master was growing up. 

“Yes,” said Wind-Up, “you do. Over here.” The Tech 


Skylander ushered the wrinkly, bearded troll over to the 


raised platform they’d seen Hooto use. 

“Of course,” Wash Buckler said, slapping himself in 
the face with a tentacle. “Glumshanks needs to send the 
message back in time to warn us.” 

“Why?” Hot Head asked. 

“Because if we didn’t receive the message we’d never 
know that Kaos was behind all of this.” 

“We wouldn’t?” asked Hot Head. 

“And we wouldn’t come here, defeat Hooto and get 
Glumshanks to send the message in the first place.” 

Hot Head considered this for a moment, before 
announcing that time travel made his head hurt. 

With Glumshanks in place, Wind-Up told him what 
he needed to say and then skipped back to the controls. 
He threw a switch and the bell started to ring, an eerie 
glow surrounding the troll. 

“Er,” Glumshanks began, trying to remember his 
lines. “Beware. It is a trap, the end of everything. Lord 
Kaos has been betrayed by Hooto the owl. Do not trust 
him. Thanks.” 

The message sent, Wind-Up shut down the bell. 


ee 


“T don’t remember him saying all that,” pointed out 
Wash Buckler. 

“Some of the words must have been lost as they 
travelled into the past,” bellowed Chronobones. “But 
the wheels have been put in motion. You have done wel. 
Skylanders, but I ask you this. Will you stop my Master 
Clock once and for all, so that it can never be used for 


evil again?” 
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“But hang on,” said Wind-Up. “Isn’t the clock needed 
for time to keep ticking?” 

“Not any more,” the Portal Master replied. “When 
I ripped the hand from the Master Clock’s face I cast a 
spell to ensure that time would continue as long as trees 
grew and flowers bloomed. We no longer need the 
Master Clock, but whatever the future holds, Skylands 
will always need champions to keep evil at bay. We will 
always need Skylanders as heroic as you.” 

Wash Buckler blushed. “Aw, shucks,” he said, waving 
away the compliment with a flick of a tentacle. “You say 
the nicest things.” 

“So, will you destroy the Golden Hand?” 
Chronobones asked. 

“Now you're talking, big ghosty face thing in the sky,” 
cheered Hot Head, raising his hands to the Master Clock 
face. “Heat blast!” 

Flames shot up, smothering the Golden Hands and 
melting them clean away. 

“Noooooo!” screamed a high-pitched voice from 


behind. The Skylanders turned to see baby Kaos staring 


I . ‘ } ( 


C_ 
_) C at the clock in horror. 
in — POP — both 
he and Glumshanks 
returned to normal, 


Kaos still cradled 


in the troll’s arms. 


“Oh, I don’t 
know,” said Chill. 
“Beat the bad 


) ; guys,” Wash Buckler 
A (~ chipped in. 


“And saved Skylands from 
certain destruction,” added Hot Head. 
“All in a day’s work,” grinned Wind-Up. 
“You haven’t seen the last of me, FOOLISH FOOLS. 
I, KAOS, shall return and RULE YOU ALL!” 
The Portal Master snapped his fingers and he and 


his troll vanished in a flash of light — although not before 


the Skylanders heard him say, “Why are you carrying 


“What have you done, 
SKYBLUNDERERS?” 


me, Glumshanks?” 


Chronobones’ spirit let out a monumental laugh. 
“You have done Eon proud,” the ghostly face said. “Give 
him my regards, won’t you?” 

Hot Head frowned. “I didn’t think he knew you?” 

Chronobones chuckled. “Oh, I met him years ago,” 
he said, before reconsidering. “Or perhaps I will meet 
him in years to come. It’s so difficult to say when you’re 
the Guardian of Time. Either way, say hello! Now, 
BEGONE!” 

A Portal opened around the Skylanders and they 
found themselves back in the Ruins, Eon smiling down 
at them. 

“Congratulations my Skylanders, you have done well. 
As always.” 

“Yeah,” agreed Zoo Lou, rushing over to them. “Ever 
without me. Hey, what’s this?” 

The Life Skylander bent over and picked up a large 
white egg. 

“That’s Hooto,” explained Chill. “Or it will be when 


it hatches.” 
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oT ~ _ ege. “Sounds like it’s 
~ b happening already.” 
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Var We Ns)” watched as the 

: ee eggshell cracked 


in Zoo Lou’s 


hands. A little beak 
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pushed its way through. 

“That’s it, little fella,” coaxed Zoo Lou, as the chick 
broke free of the egg. The Life Skylander tickled the baby 
owl beneath its tiny beak. “Tl raise you myself. This time 
we can make sure that you don’t grow up to be a 
power-crazed villain.” 

The chick looked up at Zoo Lou with adorable eyes — 
and then bit his finger. 

The Skylander yowled as baby Hooto flapped his little 
wings a couple of times and then flew into the air, away 
from the Ruins. 

Wind-Up watched him go. “Ah well,” he chuckled. 
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“Some things never change. . .’ 


CHIL! 


This icy warrior will stop at nothing 

to do what's right. As captain of the 

Snow Queen’s armed guard, she defended 
her frosty ruler for many a year. However, 
when a cyclops army invaded and took 
the queen prisoner, Chill could not forgive herself. ss . 
Straight away, she vowed to bring the queen home. 

Now, as a Skylander, she combines tackling evil with 

searching for her lost leader. 

Element: Water 


Battle cry: Stay coo!! 
Soul Gem Ability: Call the Narwhal! 


CoA WWINDLUP, 


Time is of the essence for this clicking, 
cranking hero. He started out as humble ' 
assistant to a crackpot toymaker who owned : we) 
Skylands’ biggest collection of clocks. But alarm bells started 
ringing when the toymaker tried putting hot cocoa in a 
cross-wired Arkeyan oven, and vanished forever. With no 

one else around to guard the secrets of the clocks, Wind-Up 
stepped forward to see off all tresspassers — a brave battle that 
would lead to him being invited to join the Skylanders. 


Element: Tech 
Battle cry: All wound up! 
Soul Gem Ability: Spring-Loaded Crank 
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It takes a special kind of Skylander to be 
able to talk to the animals — and that’s 
exactly what Zoo Lou is. A wise and furry 
shaman, he picked up his tricks by studying at 
the Seven Strange Strongholds. It’s a good job 
he did, for upon returning home he found his 
homeland invaded by troublesome trolls. Calling 
upon nature itself to do his bidding, he sent the 
trolls packing, saved his people and became a Skylander. 


Element: Life 
Battle cry: Nature calls! 
Soul Gem Ability: Birds of Prey 


HOT, HEAD 


One of the legendary Skylanders Giants, Hot Head’s hero 
status has been set in stone ever since he helped to overthro’ 
the Arkeyan King 10,000 years ago. But his story began befo 
even then. Upon discovering that magical oil had been foun 
in Skylands, he decided to sample 
it for himself by going for a 
dip — only to cause the whole 
island to explode! He's been 
hot stuff ever since. 


Element: Fire 
Battle cry: Hey! |’m on fire! 
Soul Gem Ability: Hot Rod 


WASH BUCKLE 


Life can be pretty rough when you're 

an orphaned Mermasquid, raised by 
plundering pirates. That’s probably why 
Wash Buckler is such a tough customer. 
But there's a heart of gold beneath that 
brash, barnacled exterior — and that’s 
why he was eventually asked to join a 
different crew entirely. The crew of the 
Skylanders! Soon, hed given up life on the 
high seas and had taken up defending magical 

Mount Cloudbreak, along with the rest of the SWAP Force. 
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Element: Water 
Battle cry: Eight legs and no pegs! 
Soul Gem Ability: On Stormy Seas 


MASIEREON 


The greatest Portal Master of them all, Master Eon 
is the powerful spell caster responsible for bringing 
together the Skylanders we know and love today. 
Since his early days as pan-polisher for the famous 
Nattybumpo, Eon has lived and breathed the art of 
Portal Mastery. Though he may look elderly, do not 
let his appearance fool you. Eon is one of the most powerful 
Portal Masters ever to have stood against the Darkness. 


Se 3s 


This evil Portal Master is as nasty as they 
come. ..a trait he learned from his horrible 
mother. As a child, he kicked his father in 
the shins and headed out into the woods to 
live with his toadying butler Glumshanks 
and his wooden, homemade friends 

The Wilikin. It wasn’t long before Kaos was 
hatching every wicked plan imaginable, so 
unquenchable was his thirst for world domination. 
Fortunately, the Skylanders are always on hand to 
stop him from having his way. 


GLUMSHANKS 


Possibly the most unfortunate troll in all of Skylands, 
Glumshanks has the worst job in the world: he is butler to 
the shrieking, villainous Kaos. Still, to Glumshanks'’ credit, 
he doesn't complain. He just gets on with life, obeying his 
master’s evil orders and taking insult after insult on the chit 
He has been by his master’s side ever since Kaos was 
a rotten little child - which suggests there’s little 
hope of him changing now. 
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Page 50: The Bizarre Bazaar is in RUMBLETOW) 
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Page 70: The magic word is DRAGON. Page 92: The Skylanders should use sinkhole 3. 
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Page 105: The Gillman didn’t wear the Viking 
Helmet (clue 1) or the Sheriff’s Hat (clue 3) so he 
must have worn the Fez, at night (clue 2). The 
Kangarat must have worn the Viking Helmet - at 
midday (clue 4). Which leaves the Mabu in the 
Sheriff's Hat in the morning. 


Solution 


Page 79: The message reads: THE GATEWAY TO THE 
FORTRESS IS FOUND IN THE SANDS OF TIME. 
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Page 156: The correct lever to pull is SILVER. 
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Page 134: The Master Clock is at square E1. 


Page 114: 


Comic, story and activity 
come together to form 
one incredible adventure 


for the Skylanders in 
Time Twisters. Join Chill, 
Hot Head, Wash Buckler and 
other Skylands heroes as they 
embark upon a quest through 
time itself to defeat the 


wicked Kaos. 


